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iyi ILYr ! A&
My old man an' rvobad.aSil fnjlln' out,.. ,,
Ao' Jum about nothln' worth talkln about)
At dinner iio looked ot tbs broad with a frown,

. An' said it was burnt, when 'twas only dono
brown. , j

' Now I've been housckcepln' ao Ion;, I bare
learnt,

.. As well as bo has, when my roolcln gets burnt;
Ho don't coed to fusi about nothln', I think,; .

. As If all bo cured for was vlttles an' drink.

: Most folks, notadays, a a matter of course,
Oct mad a n hornet, then net a Ulvorco;
I'll do no such thlnn. but I'll soon let blm.seo

. lie don't culn a cont's worth by fussin' with do.

. He'll And what burnt bread means, next week,
to bin sorrow;

:Uedocbute tiled onions; I'll cook some to-

morrow;
, X won't say a word to make talk In the town,
. Zlut I'll learn my old man whoa oookln's done

brown.
Texas Sittings.

THE VICTIM
OF H

CLOTHES
. If Howard rieldlni and Frederick B. Barton.

Coptojght. IE0.J

CHAPTER
"una. U DRAKE."

"Jimmy opened the door invitingly,
'Intonsolj relieved that the escaped
i maniac should show no signs of viol-

ence, but Lawreneo held back..
"Why do you ask those things?" ho

; inquired.
"I represent the Evening" Dispatch;;

. and wo liko. to get interviews from
prominent men who favor New Haven!" : "with a visit."

"Young man," said Lawrence, laying
:bls hand impressively on Jimmy's
shoulder; whoreat Jimmy jumped about

. a rod backwards and got bobind a chair.
"Young man,"contlnuod Lawrence.stop- -

ping forward, somewhat excited at this
encounter and tho strangeness of it, "I

. know nothing whatever about crops, and
what few mortgages I hold ore my con-

cern and of no interest to tho public."
Jimmy looked discouraged, and Drano

! foolishly supposed that ho had sottled
tho business and rid himself of tho an- -.

Doyanco. lie oven felt some wholly un- -

I DECLINE TO BE INTERVIEWED.

meccssary compunctions of conscience at
having been so rude to the young man.
However, be said nothing more, but
walked rapidly away.

Tho reporter, of course, followed him
and did not lose sight of him until he
turned into tho Beaver Houso. Then

.Jimmy ran to tho noarost telegraph
offlcoand sent this dispatch to a New
York newspaper: "1,000 words inter-
view with Lawrence Drano, escaped
maniac. . Very violent. Shall havo him
. locked up In half hour."

This done' he returned to tho Beaver
House, learned that tho gentleman had
gone up-stal- rs to boo a friond, sent a
message to police headquarters and sat
down to writo a glowing account of the
capture, which ho regarded as good as
consummated, for bis local paper and
his New York patron. lie had directed
jthe answer to his telegram to bo sent
to the Beaver House, and it came just

;as two stalwart policemen from head- -

.quarters hurried in. Jimmy began to
explain thA situation to them as. he
opened the envelope, bnt when he read
tho dispatch his jaw droppod in a way

that threatened to rend his countenance
in twain. This was tho editor's an-

swer:
"Don't want it Must bo mistaken.

Drano in custody here. Captured last
anight."

Tho policemen 'growled and pokod)

fun at tho reporter, but Jimmy was so

isure that he was light; andarguodso
earnestly that they consented to stay
awhile and take a look at tho alleged
Lawrence Drano.

Meantime , the Tictjm f this pursuit
'tad scanned the register of tbe Beaver

, House on the" dates just subsequent to
the theft of his clothes and belongings,

.At a time that corresponded exactly
with the tramp's story , he jwas horriflod
to find this entry:

"Mr. and Mrs. L. Drane, Kansas
City."

He learned that "Mrs. Drano" was in
. and sent up to her a card with his own

namo scrawled upon it. In due time he
was ushered to the door of the best
room in the bouse.' He knocked and
entered at once. i

A ricbly-drosso- d young woman ran
- quickly across tho room crying: . , ,

"Whore have yoo been? and why"
Sbo stopped, gave a faint scream and

ank into a choir,, staring at Lawrence

in bowlldermont On his part ho felt
an lmmcnso relief to find' that tho
young woman was not'Bcssio and bore
no resemblance to her except in general
figure.

"Madam," ho said, "you will pardon
this intrusion when I tell you that I am
favMinnii TftrnMn. nf k'finttOH (iitV. 1

iMnlr hnia 4uth boon lrandsed 'unon
andbotwoedusywe njay? bo jable to set
matters' right" '

"I don't understand you," replloa
"Mrs. Drano," "but you can sit down."

Mb Drano complied and after a pause
began:

"You seem to bear my name, madam,
but I am quite certain that you have no
right to it. You see, a fellow1 Btole hay
clothes and money somo days ago and
proceeded to masquerade around tho
country tinder my name, bringing me
into all kinds of trouble I know he
camo to Now Haven, for ho collected
money hero in my namo."

Mr. Drano hosltatcd. "Mrs. Drano"
was dreadfully paloand bo disliked bo-yo- nd

measuroto explain to her that bcr
marriage was invalid and that cvon
were it gonulno sho had boon tricked
by a penniless adventurer and crimin-
al.

"I didn't havo nothing to do with it;"
remarked tbe young woman, faintly.

This languago struck Lawreneo as
strango, coming from a wealthy woman,

but bcr ignorance only made nor situa-
tion tho mora pitiable.

"I havo no question," bo hastoned to
say, "that you havo actod with tho
utmost innocence in the matter, and it
is exceedingly painful for me to toll
you that your husband's namo is not
Drano, and that be is not tbe wealthy
man be represented himself to be."

"Mrs. Drano" was greatly agitated,
and tn order not further, to embarrass
hot .Lawrence ' rose and walked, across
the room to a window. A big steamer
trunk had been placed there. It was
plastered all over with customs slips of
various countries, and conspicuous
among them was a tag such as is used
by passengers who wish to havo their
baggago available during a voyago. It
road: ...

WANTED. '
Mns. Bessie IIaiilaxd,

BurrALo, N. Y., Amemca.
. Fikst Caiiin, No. 137.

There wero more words than thoso,
but tho namo and address of tho owner
wero enough to startlo him and throw a
great light on tho situation. This "Mrs.
Drano" must bo tho servant who had
run away with his Bessio's property!
What a complication! Sho believed
tho rascally tramp to bo rich; ho be-

lieved her to bo tho possessor of thir-

teen millions: they had married. What
an awakening for each!

This discovery, howover, bad to bo
verified; and tbe dishonest young woman
who had brought Bosslo Uarland so
much trouble must lx punWhed for it.
Lawrence felt that ho must movo with
exceeding caution, n turned, hardly
certain as to what courso ho sbould tike,
when the young woman, blushing fitful-

ly and with quivering voice, said:
. '"My husband's namo ain't Drano at
all, at least he said it wasn't.' I was
truly married to him right in this town,
and I can prove it. If you fcnoir wnore
ho is--"

"He's locked up in New York," ex-

plained Lawreneo as sho paused. Tho
young woman's oyes flashed, almost joy-

ously, Mr. Drano thought, and ho won-

dered at it. Sho becamo suddenly very
gravo and continued:

"I hopo you, won't be mean with me.

If you will. go with me to tho minister
that marrlod us, I can provo what I say.
and p'r'aps bo 11 help usr

"I fall to soo what good that will do,

said Lawrence.
"But I want you to know that I was

really' married," persisted tbe young
woman. "Then I'll tell you all bow it
happened," If you won' fot mo nto
trouble.''

"I will agree not to get you into
troublo," replied Lawreneo, "if you will
give mo tho correct address of Mrs. Bes-si- o

Uarland, and if you will also return
"hor proporty to her." ;:

This blunt request camo pretty, near
leaving a fainting woman on Mr. Drano's
bands. Her blushes left ber face and
she collapsed into tho chair liko a limp

"m: DOW "LOOK . LI KB A UTSATIC."'

rag. Lawrence hastened to thrust vari-

ous bottles of liquids that he. saw on a

mantel into her hands, and be fanned
bor vigorously with his bat.

It was. somo tlmo before she recovered
sufficiently to nccuso him of doslrlng to
play somo trick upon hor. Heprotosted
that such was not his intention and
urged her to bo calm, promising to go

at onco to the clergyman's if she would

write the desired address. This she
finally did and then retired to dross foi
the street While he was waiting
Lawreneo wondered that she had not
mado particular inquiries' about hot
husband,' and his conclusion was that
she cared nothing for him, her only do--

sire botn'g ' 'to 7 ktsscsV fp apposed
tfifkltfrn ,. ,..,,, .....; r. wtr

When at last they started down-stair- s,

theyeang woman thrust bor liind into
bis arm and loaned heavily upon tkdt
saying: -- . . - : ' ' '

: vn to upset by this." ' - '

' Lawrence gahonUy undertook tbe
bawdenv andsa they passed through tbe
office he-sa- his acquaintance, Jimmy,
tbe! toporter, . watching bin narrowly;
Two policemen wero there, toor-nn- d ' as
be passed them, he hoard one of them
say: ''1- - ' '' '' ' ij" '

""lie does look like a confounded luna
tiff, for a fact" ..' " - ;
I ' 1 h '.- - !

.. i : CIIAPTEB X.. j H
' At all seasonable hours the streets of
New Haven are full of pretty girls.
They are merry girls, too, who liko to
laugh when tbero's any thing funny in
sight Drano, with the-bogu- s Mrs.
Drane trpon bis arm, passed some thou-

sands of them, or at least be could bavq
sworn that be did, and they U looked
out of the cornors of tboir eyes, end
grinned with tho corners of tholr
mouths. . '..''. ' ;

It Is harrowing to be the object ef
thls.klnd of attention. It suggests .the
possibility of a practical joker's placard
on one's back, or a black mark along-
side ono's nose. Drane investigated tbo
subject as well as be could by fooling
stealthily np and down his back, and
using bis handkerchief with groat vigor.
But for tbe life of bim bo couldn't find
any thing calculated to create ao much
innocent amusemont ,

' "I suppose I look funny without my
mostacho," he thought, "but bang me if
I sbould oxpoct people to notice it who
norer saw me before."

Then he glanced down upon his com-
panion, and bohcld upon hor coun-
tenance an expression which at once ex-

plained the situation. She lookod as
no woman evor does excopt when aho's
oitber sea sick or in love. A honeymoon
smile of tho most aggravated type
transformed her rather comely faoe into
tho familiar mask of imbecility; and
not even the blank stare with which be
met her uptnrnod oyos moved hor to
modify a single dotail of her ridiculous
grimaeo;-- -

- "Sho must be crazy, too."' he thought
with a shuddor; unconsciously mold-

ing tho phraso of his idea toflt tho 'pop-
ular judgmont regarding bis own
mental condition. "Poor girl; her dis-

appointment has turned her brain--"'

She steered him into - a side street;
and just as ho was trying to think of a
delicate way in which ho could urgo ber
to discontinue looking at bim in that
disquieting fashion, sho paused before a
gate and said:'

"This is the minister's house, the
Rev Mr. Knowlcs, tho man who married
us, you know." '

There was a painful ambiguity about
ber words which orDloxod .Drane- - to
such an extent that a sorvant had ush
ered them handily into tbo good pastor's
study boforo be recovored his self-po-s

session.
A vonerablo gentleman rose from a

large chair, and groetod them wttb cour
tesy.

"You remember me, don't you?" said
tho girl, before Drane could open his
mouth. "I'm Nellie Blako, or I was be-

fore you married me to Mr. Drane, last
Tuesday." ,

She simpered in a most distressing
wav and lookod un at Drano. Ho felt
his hair stirring at tho root for bo saw
now that lunacy was the only explana-
tion of tho girl's conduct. ;

"I ought to oxplain "bo began.
But tho mlnlstor stopped him with a

wave of tho band.
. "No explanation is required, Mr,
Drano," eaid he. "I remember you per-

fectly, and I do trust that nothing has
happened in this short space to mar the
happiness which I sincerely wished you
when I mado you ono."

"But my dear sir" cried Drane, in
horror. Nollie interrupted him with a
giggle..

"You 8oo, sir, it isn't really much of
any thing," sbo said, "and perhaps we
ought not to have bothered you about it;
but the truth is I've lost the certificate
you gave mo. I'm just oat stupid as 1 can
be, but I can't bolp it"

Oh! if that is all--"
"But it Isn't all It isn't half of it"

Drano exclaimod. "Tho truth is"
VNow, you naughty boy," cried Nellie,

putting h6r hand playfully over his
mouth, "I shan't lot you go on this
way."

"Some trifling disagreement" eald the
Kov.Mr. Knowlos,smllinggood-naturod-ly- .

"I havo no doubt that it can bo re-

paired as easily as tho loss of tbo cer-

tificate."
. "Sir," said Drane, breaking looso from

tho restraining hand, "I assuro you that
it is your duty to" j i

"And I assure you, sir," said the old
clergyman, with dignity, "that it is
your duty, as it is your privilege and
should be your delight to bo ever kind,
forbearing and gentle with the woman
who has givon you tho honest affection
of hor heart and whose band I joined
with yours ia this vory room. Look at
her now."

Nellie had fallen upon a soTa and was
sobbing with industrious vigor. "You
have brought tears to hor eyes." Nellie
pretended to wring out bor bandkor-chic- f.

"She might faint with tbo disap-
pointment at your very feet!"

Nellie began to faint with a rigid de-

termination wbicb-alarm- ed Drano, and
called forth more remonstrances' from
tbo kind-hearte- d old man. Together
they made ber comfortable upon tbe
sofa and fanned ber till tbore was a
small cyclone la' tho 'study. When she
was quiet Drane saw hU opportunity,,

and, n. ayolee as calrsasho couHtooke
it ho said:

"Mj dear sir. you are wholly mUtaken
in this matter. I am not tho man who
married this young woman, and I havo
never bad tho plcasuro of sooing cither
her or yourself beforo to-day-."

"Do you mean to say that she doesn't
know hor own husbands asked the;
reverend gentleman, with great sur-

prise. "This Is preposterous." ' '
. "She knows perfectly well that I am

not ber husband," said Drane. For
some purpose of her own abe has lured
me here, and has claimed me before
you, and you have pretended to recog-

nize me. But for the honesty that I read
in your face, sir, I should be tempted to
say that this was all a great conspiracy
to entrap me." '

"Young man," said Rev; Mr. Knowles,
with doop severity, "I never forget a
face I knew you by your necktie!"

It was the one article of conspicuous
apparel which be bad retalnod since
the first exchange with the tramp in
tbe Turkish bath. He cursed it in bis
soul.

"But look at roe more closely; look
into my face!" he exclaimed.

Rev. Mr. Knowlcs pulled a pair of
spectacles down from his forehead and
approached Drane with a grim de-

termination to make sure of him writ-to- n

all over his usually benign coun-

tenance. Drano lifted up his head and
looked straight at the glittering gold
rims of the glasses. He folt certain
that be sbould not fail of an acquittal if
once be was properly inspected.

But Rev. Mr. Knowlcs made an error
which is alarmingly common in cases
where personal identity is at issue. He
fixed his gaze rigidly on tho one thing
which had previously misled bim the
necktie and to all intents and pur-

poses his scrutiny went no further. And
oh, how be did identify that necktie.
How he reached in and pulled its secret
out! How dead certain, how Immovably,
unutterably positive be was, when he
raised bis oyes from it and pushed up
his glassos again, (hat that was tbe ver-

itable necktie with which be bad for-

ever united tbo fate of Miss Nellie
Blake. Then he glanced at Drane's
face with his unassisted eyes; saw
simply a physiognomy with the cus-

tomary number of features on it and
was convinced.

"I was not mistaken," said bo, "and I
am at a loss to understand your con-

duct"
It takes a really good man to be fixed

in error: but doubt is tbe etornal por-

tion of the unregenorate. The Rev. Mr.
Knowlcs was mora certain that he had
married Drano, than Drano was that be
hadn't

"Why," continued Mr. Knowles, "if
it was your intontion to cast this woman
off did you bring ber - here where your
iniquity was almost certain to trans-
pire?"

"1 didn't bring ber bore," said Drane,
dospondingly, "she brought mo."

"So 1 supposed; so I supposed, young
man," and tho Rev. Mr. Knowles frownod
in groat disapprobation, "but now that

CXAIUEZt.

you are here lot me exhort you to do
your whole duty. What roason you have
for denying your wife I do not know.
Have you any thing to say against her
character?" '

"Iloaven forbid," said Drano, hastily.
"That is a subject on which I novcr say
anything."

"You have the Instincts of a gentle-
man," tbe old clergyman said, slowly.
"I noticed that when you were hero be-

fore; especially then, 1 may add, for
your behavior to-da- y has loft much to
be desired."

"1 am greatly indebted to tbe abomin
able tramp wbo personated me on that
occasion," exclaimed Drane, with bitter
emphasis, "and I regret that his repu
tation should suffer daring my tempo-
rary uso of my own namo."

"Come, oome," said the gonial pastor,
choerfully; "lot's have no more hard
words. Come, Nellie, give your hand to
your husband once more In my presence,
and start anew on what I trust wUl bo
a happy lifo together."

Ncllio rose with great alacrity and ad-

vanced to Drane, wbo stood in sullen
dismay, wondering what the woman's ob-

ject was and how far she would allow
tho ridiculous gamo to proceed.

Meanwhilo Rev. Mr. Knowlos had
shifted his spectacles from his forehead
to tbo end of his nose, and he beamed
more benignly ovor thorn than undor
them if possible

"I am an old man," said be, "and you
must pardon my interference ia the
affairs ot tho young. I am not yet clear
as to what baa brought you to me for a
second time; but let us say it is Frovi-den- ce

" and ho glanced reverently up-

ward, tbo one direction in whlcb the
good man's sight had never failed bim.

I entreat you, tny son, be a man, be
continued, "and leave this strange and
evil course for the better way." ' V

Drttyy"tera,bT'luiaiijl tunfHqtlng
einotjoWf' The ojd WJrtfymaa'l 'matnef
was ae .kind .that;' DrarJe bqulX av
klasctl "lits ' TeneraMe-Hiand,-n- e! his
error was so annoying- - that Drano
longed break hie iwnerabhMieek. -

.

i "M dear " be ws.gptaf;t my
."my dear air," but Mr. K&estles let uo
get no farther than tbe adjective. --He)'

spread his bands over tbe ptlr, In the
familiar attitude, and. Nellie, taking
tbe bint, fell upon Drane's nock. His
utter inability to-- struggle .against cir-

cumstances led bim absolutely to tears;
and tbe Rev. Mr. Knowles, taking out a
largo handkerchief, cried softly la

'unison. '

. They wero all so much coupled thai
they did not hear the door-bel- l, nor bad
their attitudes Changed by a hair's-brcod- th

when tbe door opened and Mm.
Bessie Uarland, of Buffalo,' N.
walked In. Drano saw Lor out of tbe
corners of bis eyes, and be tried hastily
to shake Nellie's arms from around bis
nock, but they were clasped hard and
fast, and nothing puld loosen them.
Bessie gave a littla sigh which was al-

most a sob, and sank upon tbe sofa.
There wero first-rat-e prospects of agen-nin- o

faint now, and Drane's agony was)

proportionately fnoreaaed.
At tbe sound of ber late mistress

sob, Nellie turned ber bead, and when
she saw who bad entered her dismay
was so plainly written on ber face that
even tbe faint-sighte- d old pastor saw it
He misinterpreted it of course, and cast
a look of disapproval upon Bessie. -

Young woman," said be, "are you
tbe unhappy cause of difference between
these twor -

'

But Bessie paid little attention to bis
words. he rose unsteadily from the
sofa, threw up bor bead with a pitiful
little attempt at dignity and said: .

"Mr. Drane, I came to this city be-

cause I believed that yon were ill and in
troublo, and I hoped to help yon as yon
once helped me. A young man, whom X

believe to. be a .representative of tbe
press; directed me to this bouse. That
explains my presence; bat, of coarse, I
can stay too- - longer. I must asy good-

bye." '' '

"There, sir; didn't I tdll you your
namo was Drane!" exclaimed Rev. Mr.
Knowlcs, who bad been' fairly bursting
with a desire to Bay it since Bessie's
first word bad been uttered.

"Bessie Mrs. Harland!" cried Drane,
choking with love, rage and other emo-

tions which afflict the young,"I swear
to you that this is all a hideous mistake.
I have never seen this woman before to-

day, and I don't eare to. ace ber again
till the day of judgmont on whlcb oc-

casion may she escape ber deserts! She
was hanging round my neck for some
insane purpose of Tier own; and this
gentleman" and Drane softened bis
volco and bowed to Mr. Knowlea "per--"
slsts that us." -

"Marriodt" cried Bessie, and abe sank
back again upon the sofa. I '

"But ho didnt, you know," cried
Drano, hastening toward hor. "He's-near-sighte-

or something, and she real-

ly married my necktie oh, give my
word, Idont know what I'm saying,
but I I Bessie, I love yon, God
knows, and every beat of my heart baa
been faithful to you since my eyes first
rested on your face. May"

"Sir!" cried Rev. Mr. Knowles, in a
voice of thunder. "This is more than I
can permit Will you make love to an-

other woman before your wife's eyes,
you young villain?,

But this. rebuke fcQ unheeded, for
Drane's unexpected declaration hod
proven too much for Bessie's nerves al-

ready deeply shaken, and she bad fallen
into a faintaoss, as deep, to all appear
anccs,'as doata itself. Drane spran
forward to her aide, and Rev. Mr.
Knowlcs puttered along after bim.
Nellio, too, was moved by tbe sight of
ber former mistress' pallid face, and she
bid fair to bo of more real uso than
either of tbe men. But they were aU
in earnest and so intent upon their task
that thoy did not see tbe door open, nor
did tbey know that any one had entered
till a harsh voice said: "Lawrence
Drano, ye bloomin lunatic, I've got to
take yer in!" -

. Drane turned to confront Jimmy and
tho two policemen. .

"

TO BE COSTKfTJED.J

A KevefWMt Dad.
Mr. Kirke Depew (Sunday morning)
I see Rev. Mr. Alban Cope is going to

preach at our church this morning.
'Mrs. Depew Why, isat be awfuU

high church?
Mr. Depew Awfully! He carries hie

ritualistic notions so far that he wears
stained-glas- s spectacles.; Puck.

Dlda't Ksew tha.CosnMaatM. A

"The funny Man' is away this weok.
Let's put something good In his depart-
ment. T ,-

- ', . ji

' "All right ' Ifwbuld be quite a nov-

elty. It must be easy to write such
atuff. What shall we put in?" ; ,

.
;

They are still thinking. West Shore.

It ftapportd Him.
"Ton have no right to send me up a

a vagrant" said a lame beggar to a
magistrate. ' v '

.

"You havo no risible' means of sup-

port" replied tho judge,
VWhafs the matter with this crutch?"
Judge, ' ' I ";.

Xooklai; a Ies TTy Ahead. J
" "Ho Do so ' p&nu am " cLc'rlisnj'y
mint! Watcher make 'cm ao short fur?

Sbe Well,, yon see,', yeu's ben nlUa'
fur some time, and I cut !cn jdat n'iy in
ratn ?nn JranneJ off auJJo&.likO 1 3ml
could wear 'om to de funeral wtfout tny
babia ter worry myscii in ae urns c?
erekaoa wUnUeriacm. Utt '


